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Communications must be addressed to the Office 17 Ann street, 
where subscriptions will be received. (NESBITT, PRINTER.) 





















































Judy Catechises Bub. 





Judy.—Where does the river Lethe take its rise? 

Bub.— Where cocktails take their fall. 

Judy.— What was the first thing Eve made % 

Bub.—-A fool of Adam. 

Judy.—Did Adam find Eve a Tartar ? 

Bub.—He did. 

Judy.—W hat kind of Tartar? 

Bub.—An apple Tart-ar. 

Judy.—Tell me where is Fancy bred? 

Bub.—Allin my eye. 

Judy.—Of what death will Shakspeare’s fame die? 

Bub.—Of a Kean desire to make money. 

Judy.— What is public opinion ? 

Bub.—Very much in favor of Judy. - 
Judy.— What caps are the most unpopular with the Mexicans? 
Bub.—Yankee percussion. 

Judy.— Where is Santa Fe? 

Bub.—In the hands of General Kearney. 


Sw rr 


Intelligence from Washi 

The Washington correspondent of the Tribune says, “I am told that 
the cabinet looks to the probability of the war continuing for two years 
ionger.”’ It isa consolation to know that the two ears of the cabinet 
cannot continue much longer at the head of affairs. 

The same writer in alluding to the probable retiring of some of the 
members of the cabinet remarks, “‘ [ do not perceive that the other mem- 
bers of the cabinet are yet shaking in their places from the breath of ru- 
mor.” There is nothing wonderful in this, inasmuch as the other mem- 
bera are no great shakes. 





The Slave Case——A Good Reason. 
Mr. Jay concludes his explinatory Letter with the following :— 


**It may be proper for me to add, that our anxiety to place him as 
speedily as possible out of the limits of the city, arose from imformation 
I had received, while on my way from the Mayor’s office to the Halls of 
Justice, that a warrant was about being issued for his detention, ona 
charge of Theft! How correct was this information! am unable to 
say, but at the time J had reason to fear that it was true!” 

Gxoree ‘“ tinks dat last parramgraff should ha’ bin lef out.” 





ae Se 
Epigram. 
Says Wright, I’m wrong with every body now— 
The people seem on Whiggery intent— 
Says Young, I’m right, and care not any how— 
What e’er my fate, my heart can ne’er be ** Rent.” 


_ 
— 





Affecting popularity of the “‘ Stars.” 

Mr. Jay, in his letter to the Editor of “* The Globe,” with reference 
to the Slave George, mentions the interesting fact, that around his (not 
Mr. Jay’s, but Massa George’s) place of concealment, “ a large crowd 
was assembled embracing a number of Policemen.” We had no idea 
they were so much beloved. 








4A New Ally. 

A correspondent of the St. Lowis Union, writing from Santa Fe, and 
describing an excursion made by General Kearney to the town of Tonie, 
says, that the troopers were received by the Mexicans with every demon- 
stration of joy, and adds: 

“ During the day there was maes said, and the Virgin Mary was paraded around 
the streets, followed by the principal men of the town, and also by Gen. Kearney and 
his staff, wiih lighted candles in ther hands.” 

It is perfectly refreshing amid the reports of battles and bloodshed that 
reach us, to be able to record so noble anact of religious gallantry. What 
will they, who are continually denouncing the war, and talking ridicu- 
lous nonsense about *‘ driving people from their hearths and altars,” and 
** pillaging churches,” say to this. The old fable of the conjunction of 
Mars and Venus is finely illustrated by this modern reality—the alliance 
of GeneraL Kearney and the Virgin Mary. But the act of Genera. 
Kearney far transcends that of the God of War. Mars merely married 
War to Love, but the Genera had added to the number of his wives, and 

wedded him to Religion. It was quite necessary when the spirit of the 
age, witn the perversity of Truth, is resolving the long-agitated problem 
of War into a profitable, but most unholy trade, that it should be “ sancti- 
fied and made holy” by such a spiritual connexion. 

So excellent an effect has this produced upon our troops, that we un- 
derstand all are anxious to heap fire upon the heads of their enemies, and 
to release them from the toils and sufferings of this wicked world. We 
can imagine no scene more sublime than that of the gallant Genera and 
his staff carrying lighted candles in their hands in the procession of the 
** paraded” Virain—a sacred candle doubtless represents the ‘‘ torch” of 
the military Hymen. This fact will illuminate one page in our future 
history. 

We understand the cabinet have it in contemplation to appoint this 
Mexican Heroine to some high office in the army. It was proposed that 
she should take the joint command with Genera Taytor, but eld Rough 
and Ready abjured her company at once. Since we have admitted the as- 


sistance of this new and powerful ally, we would suggest the propriety of 
painting the American Eagle in canonicals—of drilling future volunteers 
in the new military creed, and of adding to the list of articles already in- 
cluded ina soldier’s accoutrements—the ‘‘ Articles of Belief.” 


- 





A New Science. 

A. M. Arpentieny, of Paris, has by a new discovery given the finish- 
ing stroke to that notable mouse-offspring of the parturient mountain of 
science—Phrenology. According to the theory of this ingenious French- 
man, the hand, not the head, is the true index to the human charaeter, and 
the formation of the thumb, especially, denotes the mental endowments of 
the man. Thus a flattened joint, indicates one qualified for agricultural pur- 
suits ; a square finger, love of form and beauty; adouble-jointed man is a 
great calculator; he who hides his thumb in his hand isa miser, and 80 
on. Great hands, he says, announce a love of minutiz, and this may ac- 
count for the fact thatthe ‘** huge pawed” Democracy of the State, de- 
light in the minute monsters of the party, and endeavor to magnify them 
into great men. “ An itching palm” is a symptom of Whiggism: Cas- 
sius, according to Shakspeare, was the founder of the party. To carry the 
system a little further, a man’s profession may be told by an examination 
of his hands. ‘ Dirty hands” are almost monopolised by the bar, and a 
Wall-etreet broker may be pronounced according to the laws of science, 





‘* 4 CLOSE-FISTED FELLOW.” 


<i 
— 


“‘ Give unte Cesar the things which be Cosars.” 
We are bound to give Doone Doo credit for great candor in placing the 
following motto on his title page: 
“ Paleo avd « osvyr dowry ro rou.” 
What could state in a more delicate way than this motto, that wit was 
all Greek to Dooptz Doo. We regret that Doopu did not follow the motto 


with another extract from the Greek alphabet 
O PHI! 
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_JUDY._ F 





UDY—like Henry Herz—did not insult the 
intelligence of the people of the United 
States by heralding her advent with puffs. 
She has not condescended to purchase one 
stock-phrase of complimentary introduc- 
tion from any journalist-trader in the arti- 
cle—nor attempted to sneak into that pre- 
mature renown which generally ends in a 
ludicrous notoriety. Persons of estab- 
lished fame—like herself—do not forget 
what is due to their own dignity. She 
will not resort in the beginning to the stale 
jest of amusing the public with ridiculous 
promises of what she cannot perform, be- 
cause she does not intend that the only 
humorous act in her career, shall be the 
usual practical joke exemplified in an am- 
bitious failure. 

And yet so dease is the fog of ignorance still lingering in this nine- 
teenth century, it may be necessary to inform some of our fellow-citizens, 
that our beloved patroness, Jupy, is anative of the land of the Medicis and 
the Cesars, from whence she travelled through all the nations of Europe, 
and finally, with her renowned husband, Punchinello, settled in England. 

There—as is well known to all antiquarians—her lord fell into the dis- 
sipated habits of the countrv. From being that chief ornament of domestic 
economy—a tender and patient husband, and a well conducted member 
of society, he launched into all the extravagances of cockney life—became 
in fact a confirmed roué, and performed such mighty deeds in strong 
liquors, that the wildest and most disorderly drinks concocted in that 
bibulous island, were called by his name—ridiculously abbreviated to an 
alias according to the wont of that facetious and sneering people. It is 
well known, also, the wit of the fellow so dazzled the multitude that 
they winked at the enormities he daily committed. It was his common 
practice to beat his wife—our Jupy !—even unto the point of death in the 
public squares and market places; and though he set the law, both civil 
and military, at defiance—killing innumerable constables, dispersing armed 
troopers and maiminga whole series of aged housekeepers, who besought 
him to relent and show mercy to his unoflending wife—yet did he always 
contrive to evade the punishment due to his crimes, and by his impudent 
humor move the public sympathy in his behalf. 

All this, and more, did our high-souled and abused mistress submit to 
without a murmur. Love hides a multitude of faults, and she still be- 
lieved with womanly faith thathe would repentand reform. But no! he 
abandoned the respectable society of peripatetic artists and strolling players, 
to associate with wits, and punsters, and satirists. Even then did the no- 
ble lady cling unto him, and (oh the love of woman!) assisted him with her 
matchless wit, and poured out freely herinexhaustible humor in his service. 
At first he was grateful, and publicly gave her credit for her efforts, but 
soon—mark the selfish tyranny of the man matrimonial !—he appropriated 
all to himself—treated her with neglect—and while he was glittering inher 
plumes, and making a fortune by her wit, refused to recognize her existence. 

This was the drop that made the cup run over. Any thing may be for- 
given by a wit, or author of either sex, but the appropriation of an idea, 
and this not from the actual market value of the thing, (for it is a cheap 
commodity when bought and sold,) but from the exceeding difficulty in 
discovering one in the present age of calico. What course oughta high- 
minded woman to pursue in such cireumstances? Jupy is in America. 

Whether she was divorced from the gray-bearded wag, her husband, 
or if they voluntarily separated, we do not choose to say; nor do we 
think it necessary to contradict the scandalous report, that a young Ame- 
rican belonging to our clique, persuaded the charming lady to elope with 
him from the venerable villain. She is here and let that suffice. But lest 
some of our over-fastidious citizens should hesitate to admit her to their 
acquaintance, we publish a few of her credentials which we hope will 
remove all scruples. 


F. M., the Dukeof Wellington presents his compliments to Brigadier General Mor- 
ris, and begs to introduce Mrs. Jupy to his notice. 





Count D’ Orsay to N. P. Wiilis. 
Dear WILLIs, 
Mrs. Jupy. 
Av REVOIR, 
D’Orsar. 
From the Countess of Blessington to General Morris. 
Dear GEnERAL— 

Knowing your high qnnding asa military man and civilian, I do myself the plea- 
sure of producing to you a Lady about to visit your country; fearful of your critical 
pungency, she would fain secure your kind word. She is about putting forth some 
leaves, which she believes will be found to be original shoots from “ that tree” your 
beautiful exhortation induced the woodman to spare! Need I say more to influence 
your puetic soul ? 


Your devoted admirer, 
HARRIET BLESSINGTON. 








Queen Victeria to John Povey. 
Dear Jounn— 


The bearer of this dispatch, Lany Jupy, is quite deserving ef your distinguished 
consideration. Introduce ‘er to King John, or any other distinguished stranger you 
may have among you. Albert and the Prince of Wales desire, &c. } 

Yours, with profound respect, 
VIC REGIN. 

Jury has been so long banged about the world, that like the wandering 
Jew, she is a perfect cosmopolitan. 

Fun is Jupy’s forte—or her weakness, as some serious people say—and 
notwithstanding all her misfortunes, she delights in laughing, and loves 
to make others laugh. A small clique of conspirators who were matur- 
ing designs upon the public risibility, accidentally met with the illustri- 
ous lady, she voluntarily consented to join them, and kindly permitted 
one of their artists to take her portrait, with that of her son, to adorn the 
title page of their projected paper. 

At this point the reader will please refer to the portrait in question—the 
head presents a fine study for a phrenologist, but a powerful glass will be 
requisite to discover its beauties through the cap which she always wears 
in public. The only time we ever saw her serious was when our artist 
begged her to sit bareheaded for the portrait. The eye is a piquant item 
of her countenance, but it will be seen at once that the nose is the lead- 
ing article. It is supposed by some to resemble the historical nose of 
Julius Cesar, but there is a dignity and repose in its general effect that 
the Romans lacked. We need not dwell longer upon the lady’s personal 
appearance ; any one skilled in physiognomy will! soon detect innumerable 
beauties—indications of the highest order of intelligence. 

When Jupy looked round and saw the land inundated with publications 
of serious nonsense and dreary usefuluaess—moreover, when she wit- 
nessed the late attempt on the part of some eccentric Doodles to torture 
natural dullness into imitations of mirth—and goad stagnating melancholy 
into dismal liveliness, she thought an ample field was open for her la- 
bors. The people wished to laugh, but lo! they had no fugleman—they 
wanted to dance, but there was no piper. The hour indeed was come, 
and at last the Woman. 

Jupy will tread upon no man’s toes unless they obstruct the public path ; 
but while she will try to keep ail people in good humor, she will lift up 
her voice against the follies of the times. 

Jupy, although of foreign birth, resolves to patronize ‘‘ native talent,” 
yet will not depend solely upon harping on ‘‘nationality,” or any other 
popular catch-word for her success. She insists that all talent from Homer 
to Irving is, or was, “ native,’ and would be sorry to banish from the 
nation all the learning of ancient Greece and Rome, and modern Europe, 
that homebred izlent may have an open field. 

But to forestall prejudice, Jupy begs to state, that, with a trifling excep- 
tion, all the modest “ talent”’ that will conduct her oracle is ‘‘ native” as 
Shrewsbury oysters; and that, though adopted, is perpetually patriotic 
and will go with the rest through thick and thin in upholding the interests 
of the country, in supporting its institutions, and attacking at all times, 
wherever they are to be found, 








‘€OUR HEREDITARY ENEMIES.” 

In conclusion, Jupy begs to assure the public that it will be her chief 
aim to uphold the cause of virtue and morality; and though she will 
laugh at the follies of the day, nothing that could call a blush into the 
cheeks of modesty will appear in her pages. Her literary department, 
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though superintended by herself, will contain contributions from the first 
talent in the country, (after the Mutual Admiration Society’s,) and the 
editor of her oracle is a gentleman well known in the world of letters, 
well entitled in every respect to be called 





** a CELEBRATED LITTER-ARY CHARACTER.”’ 





—E _—————YoS——____ — 


To the Public. 


It is due to Oursetves, ‘‘ Juptes” as we are—and oh ! how we glory in 
the Title !—to inform our subscribers Tue Cur representing a ‘‘ GENUINE 
YanxeEE Doopie” presenting a Loaf to Joun Buty, was engraved one week 
before the supposed YANKEE Doopte’s Echo, Tue Trisune, announced the 
subject (by some strange coincidence, as it is the first time a Cut has been 
announced,) as about to appear in that Paper. 

We ask the Public to 


** Look on that picture and on this.’ 


Had we made a YANKEE Doopte approach a starving population with 
closed fists jammed down to the lowermost recesses of his avaricious 
pockets, and unpitying speculation in his smirking face, we presume the 
cry of ** Nationatity”’ would have been raised by those who, knowing 
they are the spoz/t children of the soil, kick away to their hearts’ content 
against their kindly parent, trusting to her forbearance—too often shewn— 
to relieve them from their merited chastisement. 

Rather than withdraw what we believe to be OUR ORIGINAL PROPERTY, 
we present it to our readers; and to save the gentlemen engaged on the 
YankeE Doopie the mortification of a *‘ further great failure,” we insert 
in the present number an illustration they may have heard of. 


Negro Advice—Addressed to the Slave George; 


A COLORED CITIZEN. 
Air—‘* Will you come tothe Bower ?” 


Don’t you go to dat Bowyer wat is waitin for you— 
He’|l cool you in de shade ob de Tombs if you do. 
An likewise, pray awoid dat nasty Justiss Taynor, 
For I’se blest if he aint one ob dem wat knows de city goaler. 
Don’t you, don’t you, don’t you, pon’r you go to dat ‘* Bowyer.” 


’ 


I wishes we could get dat *‘ sunror Mr. Dow, here”— 
Perhaps his sermons might affect de heart ob Mr Bowyer, 
Who now for “‘Law,” the “* GosPEL BLACK” seems much inclined to shirk 
And in its meshes would enfold, de ‘‘ Body of the Kirk!” 
Don’t you, &c., &e. 


No matter for de statute books, I heard de people say, 
Dey haint got so much power as de chatter of a ‘‘ say.” 
De pious folks is up in arms, and aint dey precious riled, 
From de toughest ’mancipator, to de tender hearted “‘ chp.” 
Don’t you, &c., &e. 


Don’t you stir from whar you is, but snugly as a duck lie, 
And golly, gib de go by to dat wicked skipper, ‘‘ Bucktey”— 
Let him lose his ship, and starve—it will only sard him rite 
Dat you should be de Lucky Back, and he, de “unlucky wighi. 
Don’t you, &c., &e. 


” 











A New Agent. 


We see by the papers, that ‘female power” is wanted at the Lowell 
Factories. It must be truly gratifying to the ‘ progressive” part of the 
world, to observe, how in this age of rapid advancement towards human 
perfection and happiness, every created thing, animate or inanimate, is 
subjected to the lofty purposes of ‘‘production.” Net content with tam- 
ing the elements, with making heaven’s lightning, and earth’s rivers, do 
the dirty work of speculation, our manufacturers daringly attempt to re- 
duce the most untameable of created beings, to mere spinning automata, 
and degrade the beauty and loveliness of the land to so much available 
calico-making *‘ power.”? Inthe course of the next generation we may 
expect that our young ladies will be regularly quoted in the ‘prices cur- 
rent” of New England cities, under the head of ‘‘ female power,” and 
in the census, the entire femininity of the United States, enumerated un- 
ler the same generic term, while the ‘‘ schoolmaster” abandoning the 
obsolete notion of educating young ladies with an eye to womanly pur- 
suits and domestic happiness, will be fully engaged in teaching ‘“ the 
young idea how to”——spin. 


— 
—_—- 





A cotemporary, speaking of Mrs. Child’s remarks on De Meyer’s play 
ing, calls them “‘ Sublimated Syllabub.”” Will he please inform us what 
kind of a ** Silly Bub” is Yankee Doodle. 


—_ <i 
——— 





Charles Kean, in Two Pieces. 
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As public opinion is divided upon the merits of Mr. Cuartes Kean, we 
have presented him to our readers in two pieces, viz: Richard the Third 
and the “ Follies of 2 Night.” It isa curious fact, that Mr. Kean has 
always played the latter when he has enacted the former. 


——— _—— 
— << 





Premiums awarded by the American Institute 


FOR THE ENCOURAGEMENT OF NATIVE PRODUCTIONS—FRUITS, FLOWERS, AND 
VEGETABLES. 
N. P. Wituis, for Dandy-lion. 
Epmvunp Simpson and Joun Povey, for a great pear. 
MarGaret Fuuier, for a Blue-bell. 
Governor Sewarp, for the smallest potato. There were several can- 
didates for this premium, but justice triumphed, and Seward got it. 
Henry Cray, for beats. Mr. Clay has exhibited several monstrous 
beats before, but the last he displayed was the greatest. 
Fiine Arts. 
Park BENJAMIN, for several poor-traits. 
Machinery. 
Moses Y. Beacu, for a great screw. 
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Indignant Remeastrance. 
WeratTuHErRsFiztp, November, 1846. 
Honorep Mapam— 

Wall! I swan! 1 don’t know where to begin! I’m in a peck of 
troubles—thai’s a fact—and I reckon I feel just about as comfortable as 
three in a bed, and two on ’em porkeypines! 

I’m YanxEE Doopte, Ma’am, I am! and there’s the difficulty ;— 
’taint no use going to law—’taint no use a licking “nobody,” or 
wouldn’t [ cowhide that editor! Wall! no matter, but I dw want to 
know if it aint jest a leetle beyond any human’s patience to see an eter- 
nal, owdacious, everlastin consarned pumpkin-headed carrikature of a 
critter, a pilferin and stealin his name, and sneakin about under the 
false pretence as he is somebody else? Darn his picture! my wife does 
say if she ever comes to York city, the way she’ll talk to him will be an 
era in powerful speaking and noun substances. Before this ruinacious 
rubbish came out, I ( Yankee Doodle) was considered a pretty consid- 
erable sample of a Sam Slickish kind of critter! prehaps a leetle given 
to copyin the beautiful works of natur by carvin wooden nutmegs, 
and doin without the works of art when retailin wooden clocks—but I 
never was reported to have come out at the small end of the horn till 
now. 

Look here! what business has any body of men to take another 
man’s head, and make the public believe they’ve knocked his brains 
out? dutell! Willthis community stand by and see a respectable citi- 
zen turned into a resurrectionisi of hapless old jokes! or allow a set of 
unprincipled individuals to insist upon his givin his countenance to a 
depot, for the receipt of stolen literary property ? 
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Have they a right to make the public believe I, Yanxer Doop.e, would 
throw a handful of their rubbish into the face of respectable men, and 
after having commenced the attack, been right down everlastingly well 
licked, made look like the very smallest kind of potato, then back 
square out, without one blow in my own defence ? 

Fellow citizens! aint that kind o’ conduct a leetie meaner than the 
meanest meanness you ever heard tell of? Just see here! wouldn’t 
they have announced Farner’s and my arrival in the living language, 
had they meant YanKkEE Doop sk to live, instead of the dead one, which 
is only an index to their jokes? 

Did ‘Farner anv I” ever do any thing to make the educated part of 
this community cry “ fye/’? the moment they saw him mentioned on 
that, blamed title-page ? aint it downright swindlin to put no news but 
GREEK NEWS outside what ought to be a genuine homespun paper, and 
no news at all in the inside ? 

Iam none of your wishy-washy skim-milk-and-water sort of chaps, | 
aint,—I go the entire critter, 1 do—and when my dander’s riz throw in 
the sty! that’s my way. 

I’ve got friends to write for me that know their business, and friends 
to speak to the public for me—there’s Sam Stick, he knows what Yan- 
KEE DoopLE means, and then there’s Hitt, and Dan Marsie—they 
know me and my ‘ Famity Ties’ were respected down South once—but 
now I can’t take up a paper but I find myself called ‘‘a humbug, an im- 
poster, a stupid cheat,’”’ a wretched attempt, and a ‘‘ dead failure.” 
Wouldn’t one half that have made Jon rile up after drawing the big- 
gest prize in the lottery? Wall, it would! 

But, madam, wont you tell my fellow citizens “‘ ’raint me’’—here’s 
the portrait of the squash-headed kritter that’s 
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FRIGHTENED TO DEATH AT THE SHADOW OF A JOKE. 


Pass him round ! 


and let the public know the subscriber has no connexion with him or 
his manufactures, and if I don’t find you and your young ones in apple 
sarse for the rest of your lives, I’ll give you leave to call me what I now 
call myself, but with a very different meaning. 
**The other 
*“ YANKEE DOODLE.” 
To Mrs. Jupy, N. Y. City, N. Y. 


P.S.—’Taint as 1 kears about it, but if you should feel disposed to show 
the public a likeness of a genuine-thorobred-not-to-be-beat-O-K-Y aNKEE 
Doopie,” just give him the head of WasuineTon, the tongue of 
Henry Cay, the physique of Danie. Wenster, the heart of General 
Jackson, and the hand of “ Orp Rovew anv Reapy,” and 1 «du guess 
you will be nearer the mark more than some ! 
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P Winter Lectures:—No. 1. 


As the season is setting in when our lecturers awaking from their 
summer torpor, resume their harmless avocations in the towns, and con- 
tribute their several mites towards the winter stagnation of their admir- 
ers, Jupy has resolved to anticipate them by publishing a course of lec- 
tures in which she pledges herself not to sublime the homely truths of 
the Penny ‘Cyclopedia into sonorous silliness—exalt Swedenborg 
above St. Paul, nor by dint of double-jointed epithets (called by wags 
**antitheses,””) convert Shakspeare into a transcendental mountebank. 

ON NATURE. 

Sister of solitude! offspring of eternity! who of yore didst brood over 
the world-whirlwinds of chaos, and from thy mighty fire-heart didst 
throw the spark all-pervading! primeval! ineffable! inarticulate ! unut- 
terable ! (We have commenced in too high a key, and the ladies we are 
sure will relieve us from embarrassment by their applause.) 

As neither Moses nor the Prophets recognise her existence, we are led 
to conelude that Narure eluded their penetration. We believe the an- 
cient Greeks were her first discoverers, and to Aristotle we are in- 
debted for the sublime truth that she is of the feminine gender. Itis a 
strange fact—and proves conclusively that your very learned men should 
never interfere in a lady’s affairsa—that while every great author for the 
last two thousand years has professed himself her ardent admirer, and 
some have read her “secret heart”—which if it be a “‘fire-heart” as Car- 
lyle calls it, must have been a warm perusal—and others have been ad- 
mitted to her ** secret recesses”? (which in the parlance of reporters must 
mean private lunches) yet have they given us such confused notions of 
her social relations and domestic establishment, as not only to leave us 
in the dark, but actually to rouse our suspicions of the propriety of her 
conduct. Thus while some eulogise her “‘virgin purity,” and none give 
us a hint that she was ever married, others describe a favorite author or 
contemporary as a “child of nature,” which phrase, worldly-minded peo- 
ple say is synonymous with “ a matural child,” and this libellous insinua- 
tion—we take it—is the cause why nature is banished from the fastidious 
circles of our upper ten thousand. 

Many modern philosophers—principally of the French school—assure 
us that Nature is the “common mother” of usall. Now until they ean 
produce her marriage certificate, we shall adhere to that old Hebrew 
tradition—still believed in by a few old fashioned people—which confers 
that honorable misfortune upon Eve—an excellent but uneducated wo- 
man, whose only fault was a hungering after knowledge. 

Geniuses of all ages—in the fond desire to wipe away the slur upon the 
character of the Goddess of their imaginations—have endeavored to 
coax her into a wedding with Art ; but their efforts have hitherto sig- 
nally failed, and the best of them have proved but successless go-betweens. 
It remained for us to enlighten the world respecting Nature’s true state. 

NATURE is agrass widow, originally married to Time, but the remorseless 
ruffian has for some hundreds of years abandoned her. He eloped with 
a feminine of doubtful character called, sometimes, Artifice, sometimes 
Refinement, sometimes Progress, and has left his first love far behind. 

We must now turn to the characteristics of Nature, and regret that 
the advanced hour forbids our dwelling at length upon her attributes. 


Wecan but enumerate her variousphases. There is NarurE common, as 
exemplified in the sympathetic tastes of a fopand a puppy. Nature 
proper, as illustrated in the case of a soft-horn, an idiot, or ‘‘natural.” 


Nature masculine, of which the world has too frequent examples. Na- 
TURE femenine, which prompts a woman and a spaniel to love the hand 
that strikesthem. Natureneuter, that exists in an “independent” editor 
and your grandmother, and many other kinds which we must omit to no- 
tice, that we may arrive at the most wonderful species yet discovered— 
Natuver Human, or Human Nature. 

This kind of Nature, if we recollect rightly, was totally unknown to 
the ancients, and was first discovered about three hundred years ago. 
Since that period it has suffered greatly at the hands of critics, players, 
poets and rormancers. These gentry have continually striven to imitate 
her, but being naturally given to Artifice, they have reduced her to Arti- 
ficiality ; the best of them, have certainly come nearer the mark, but 
atill very wide of it. 

Those dumb liars of centuries—grave-stones—inform us that Human 
Nature is adorned with many virtues; and our complaisant editors fre- 
quently announce that some rich man, just dead, possessed all the virtues 
that adorn Human Narurg, whichis perhaps true, as its chief adornments 
are only obtainable by the rich. 

Human Nature is susceptible of great improvement by judicious cul- 
ture. Some, anxious to have as much of a good thing as possible, suc- 
ceed by hard feeding in obtaining a double amount of Human Nature. 
We have known others, by spirited application of strong liquors, to im- 
prove Human Nature so much, as in the course of a few years to make a 
wilderness of stolid and sterile countenance “ blossom like the rose” and 
convert it into a fine arable face. 








Though Human Narturs is by general consent confined to mankind, 
yet does not mankind confine itself to it; for instance, we some- 
times see a head nearly allied to the vegetable kingdom—one man has a 
heart of stone, or other mineral—occasionally we meet with an iron or 
manufactured heart—another has an eye of shining ice, although human 
inits other proportions. These—like the man born with a pig’s foot, or 
the child with two heads—are cases of Human Nature with variations. 

In old times Human Nature boasted a respectable circumference of 
waist, and arigid erectness of form, but it has overcome these weak- 
nesses ; it has tortured its waist into ridiculous slimness, and a kind of 
pannier, vulgarly called a (we cannot write it) has developed it- 
self upon its back. These “‘ fair proportions” of Human Natvre are pur- 
chaseable anywhere. 

But the yawns of our audience remind us that Human Nature is a dry 
subject, as indeed it may well be, when it was originally made from dust, 
which although moistened with all that it is capable of absorbing, can never 
(according to Whig theologians) become anything greater or nobler 
than——CLAY. 





-_ 
—— 


Scientific. 

Information was received by a late arrival from England, of the dis- 
covery of an eighth and ninth planet by an interior light. A writer on 
this side of the Atlantic maintains that the existence of this planet was 
distinctly announced by a Mr. Davis of this country, long before the Eu- 
ropean Savans had discovered the stranger. We do not wishto question 
Mr. Davis’s claims to this discovery, if he himself seriously urge them, 
but we cannot help thinking that the friend who advocates his cause in the 
columns of the New-York Tribune, has entirely misunderstood Mr. Da- 
vis’s position and claims. It is evident to us, from the extracts furnished 
from Mr. Davis’s lecture, that this gentleman was not thinking of heav- 
enly bodies at all when he propounded his discoveries, and we give the 
following in support of our views: 





“ The constitution of the sun is an accumulation and agglomeration of particles 
thrown from other spheres ; and these became united according to the law of mutual 
gravity and inherent and mutual attraction.”’ 


If this be not a plain and palpable allusion to Beach’s New-York Sun, 
we can only say it is one of the most remarkable scientific coincidences 
on record. The New-York Sun is emphatically an accumulation of par- 
ticles obtained from other spheres united with great gravity. 


_ 
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Change Makes Change. 

Mr. Anderson, ina ‘‘ characteristic” speech at the Park Theatre, de- 
clared ‘‘His visit to the hospitable shores of America, was prompted 
by inclination, and confirmed by circumstances.” 

Such were the speeches of Captain Marryatt, Mister Dickens, and Mrs 
Trollope, cum multis aliis—but we rather fear Mr. Anderson’s 








AMERICAN NOTES 
Like those of the others—will be changed in the Old Country. 
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BLESS YOU, JOHNNY! AS LONG AS JONATHAN HAS A LOAF HE’LL SHARE IT WITH YOU! 
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Broruer JoNaruan, as viewed in his domestic relations, affords a pleasing picture of quiet happiness 
Ourartist has presented him, in the above cut, in the enjoyment of a glorious 
meal. The fate of the pie which smokes before him, may be judged by the cut which has already 
been made into, and the vigorous determination to furnish the dish so admirably displayed in the 
His poor dog, Vega, begs in vain for a bit, and watches with 
The howls of the dog call forth the spirits of England and 
France, who, fearful of disturbing Jonathan at his meal, respectfully hover at a distance from the 


and social comfort. 


countenance of our friend and brother. 
tearful eyes the inroads of the invader. 


scene of action, without even asking to throw the dog a bone. 







A New Ism. 

Not Mesmerism could satisfy the world—not 
Millerism, nor the galvanizing into life, of de- 
funct Joe Millerism, could suffice for a craving 
and refining age, so a greater 1sm than all has 
been discovered—Ancio Saxonism. The epi- 
thet is derived from the Angling Saxons: an 
ancient race, one of whose amuse ments Was ang- 
ling with a rod of iron, and hooking the lands 
and possessions of their neighbors 

The modern professors of AnGLo Saxe NISM, 
follow in the steps of their illustrious prototypes. 
In many instances they surpass them; witness 
the facility with which superior science has en- 
abled them to overcome with great 
in several conflicts, those ence formidable oppo- 


slaughter, 


nents, Justice and Humanity, and to set up in 
their stead a viceroy of equivocal virtue, called 
Philanthropy. ANGLO 
powerful ally, whose services are often eflectiv: 


SaxoOnisM has also a 
in quelling mutiny—one of doubtful characte:— 
his name is Destiny. This new colleague was 
born, it is supposed, in the French Revelution ; 
and after he had conducted the 
tragic farce to their proper destination, 
joined ANGLO Saxonism. 

The Aneto Saxon philosophers have been 
successful in propagating their principles through 
two-thirds of the earth, and it bids fair to flour 
ish in the balance. The East will soon be en- 
tirely converted, and Mexico will doubtless 
speedily embrace its tenets, as it is the most ac- 
commodating creed yet invented ; exonerating 
men from all liabilities on the score of tramp- 
ling upon antique virtues, and justifying any ex- 
travagance or iniquity committed in its name. 
The chief article of ANGLo Saxon belief is, that 
the world was made for its disciples, and all 
other of its inhabitants are varmint. 

ANGLO SAXoONISM sometimes stoops to the com- 
mon and mechanic art; thus one of its deities 
named Britannia, condescends to “‘rule” the 
waves, thatanother of itsgods (Uncle Sam) may 
plough through the lines, when both lines and fur- 
— ' rows are obliterated by the first breeze. ANGio 
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Remarkable Discovery. 


If great praise isdue to the inventor of the ‘Fire Escape,” and the 
** Wreck Escape,” what amount of laudation shall we bestow on the in- 
ventor of the ‘‘ Gallows Escape,” which has recently been so successfully 
tested in several very trying cases. We take great pleasure in being the first 
to lay before the public a correct view of this most extraordinary and in- 
genious contrivance— 


GALLOWS ESCAPE. 


















































The projector of this very happy contrivance declares his conviction that 
he shall be able, in process of time, to make his invention applicable to 
almost all cases. In its present state it seems only feasible for those who 
are able to pay fees, it having failed in the cases of poor Irishmen and 
Negroes. 


- 





When I hear | > Meyer’s magnificent playing,I stand in a whirlpool of harmo- 
nies. L. MARIA CHILD. 


We have often thought that in musical matters Mrs. Child stood ina 
whirlpool of some sort, her head seems so completely turned. 





Saxonism patronizes the manly sports of the field, and keeps a lion and 
an eagle for the purpose of hunting and hawking. The lion, from want 
of rest, is much shattered in Constitution, and returned from his last ex- 
cursion without prey and in a famishing condition ; but the eagle being 
a young bird, is strong and in excellent feather. He is now absent ona 
hawking expedition in Mexico, got up at an immense expense for the 
amusement of his keeper, (pro tem) and 1t is fully expected that he will 
return with a full grown Mexican mule and California snake. 

The best country in the world for the encouragement of the new ism 
is the United States; persons are admitted to its honors freely, immedi- 
ately before an election; the only attendant cost is a conventional oath—- 
nothing to signify.—It must be gratifying to its admirers on these occa- 
sions, to see freshly imported Irishmen, burning with hatred to the Sas- 
senach or Frenchman, consuming with enmity against perfide Albron— 
accept the new creed by hundreds, and become transformed in one mo- 
ment to AncLo Saxons. 


—_ 





Intercepted Correspondence. 


To Joseph Miller, Esq. 

Dear Joz— 

Weare very short to-day—can you lend us a joke or two, or a bit of fun of any-kind, 
for our next number? : 

: Yours, in great haste, DOODLE Doo. 


To Doodle Doo. 
Dear Doopte— 
The iast jokes I lent you were returned in such a mutilated condition that I made up 
my miud to loan no more. Children should nut meddle with edge tools. Youare 
welcome to this if it will help you to make up. 
° Yours, JOSEPH MILLER 


To Joe Miller. 
Sir— 

Mr. Simpson, of the Park Theatre, has, in the kindest manner, volunteered to sup- 
ply us with two jokes, which he says made him langh on two distinct occasions about 
the year 1812. $0 you can keep your stale jokes to yourself. 

DOODLE DOO, Esq. 


ours, 
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A Private Publicity. 

One of our leading journals, in extenuation of the eccentricity of its 
musical “ critie’—curst with the proverbial rashness of that unhappy 
class, whose daring, according to the poet, excels that of the angels, con- 
demns an artist approved by Europe, New-York and Boston,—tells us 
that heis a “‘private gentleman.” We are puzzled to understand the pre- 
cise meaning of this term. Does the editor wish us to believe that his 
assistant is a gentleman in private life, but in public he is merely “ in 
the ranks” of the penny-a-liners of the scribbling legion? Perhaps the 
ecitor is desirous of perpetrating a harmless jest, by endeavouring to con- 
vert a notorious fact into a popular secret. If this be his aim, the wis- 
dom of the ostrich, that hides its head to conceal its body, is surpassed. 
The gallant Coroner might take a lesson from “* Sweet Bully Bottom” 
who, when his “ private gentleman” ensconced in the lion’s hide, roared 
his audience gently as a sucking dove, would not suffer any deception to 
be practised. ‘* No,” says he, “Jet him thrust his face through the lion’s 
neck, and say, if you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of 
my life—no Iam no such thing—and then indeed, let him name his 
name, and tell them plainly that he is Snug, the Joiner.” It strikes us 
as being more silly than humorous, when a well known incognito holds 
a transparent mask before his face, and assures the wondering people 
that he is . 





**4 PRIVATE GENTLEMAN.” 
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Piat Justitia. 

It was stated, a few weeks ago, in one of the city papers, that the girls 
employed in parasol and umbrella manufactories, only got three cents for 
making one of those articles ; upon which the editorial fraternity became 
rampant and talked loudly of injustice, cruelty, &c., &c. If the wages of 
these interesting artisans are not enough to furnish them a comfortable 
support, and we don’t see that they are, we regret it exceedingly, and 
would do all in our power to remedy the evil, and relieve their sufferings ; 
but we cannot unite in the cry of cruelty raised against their employers, 
because we do not see that the girls are more unfairly dealt by than many 
whose claims to greater remuneration are quite as valid. Three cents 
for a parasol seems pretty good pay, when we consider that there is not a 
publishing house in the city would give a sum equal to that for a poem or 
song from the pen of General Morris, and it must in courtesy be admit- 
ted that the General labors a hundred times harder in the manufacture of 
a poem, than the sewing girl does in making a parasol. We admit that 
neither the General or the girl have to supply the raw material, yet we 
must still affirm, that the greater onus rests upon the former. An indus- 
trious girl can make six parasols in one day. Now we doubt very much if 
General Morris can make six lines of marketable poetry in a month. Let 
the sewing girls think of this and be comforted. 


<n 
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“* Question in Mathematics” 


‘A square multiplied by itself produces a cube; but if you multiply 
Union Square by itself, what will be the result?’ Answer.—A burial 
ground almost large enough for all the stupidity of Yankee Doodle. 
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Explanatory. 


* Conquering a peace” is rather anew phrase, and we confess we did 
not exactly appreciate its force, until we saw Mr. Charles Kean kill 
Richard the Third. Mr. Kean has perhaps conquered more pieces than 
any man living. 
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A Stump Candidate. 


You’ll have me, won’t you? bless my stars! 
You never can refuse me. 
I’ve been a favorite with Mars— 
Sure Venus wont ill use me.” 
** Dear heart alive! why how you talk ; 
Your limb, the wars have stole—man, 
And don’t you think a woman’s heart, 
Can make room for a whole—man 2? 
In vain you boast of wounds, and scars, 
I don’t approve the actions 
Which make of well-bred decent men, 
Such very vulgar fractions— 
Of ‘ Figures,’ I’m a tidy judge, 
I sum up with precision— 
I don’t object to Mutripty, 
But can’t abide Division !” 





-_— 
_— 





There was an old woman lived top of the stairs, 
She sold apples and I sold pairs——of gloves. 

We are commanded by the highest authority to let our light so shine 
that it may be seen of men, and it delights us when we see men like the 
proprietor of the marble palace in Broadway rising above the mundane 
consideration of calico and tape, to follow the dictates of divine teaching. 
It matters little what shape a man’s light may assume; the kind or the 
color is altogether a matter of taste, so that the light is not obscured by a 
bushel, or any other worldly measure. The king of the marble palace 
has chosen that his philanthropical light shall appear in the shape of an 
antiquated old woman, through whose blear eyes the passers-by can dimly 
see the holy flickering of a charity half granite and quite Scotch. We 
may differ with the king of the palace in the disposition of his light, 
but that is not to say that we are right ; for instance—on a cold and rainy 
day we should place the light within the vestibule of the noble building, 
whose portal she adorns outside ; it is true the giddy crowd which hourly 
hurries by would not be conscious of the charitable Bude, but then 
the chamber within would feel the gentle illumination and genial 
warmth arising from a flame fed by the holy hand of charity; but, how- 
ever, good deeds should be engraven in marble, and the old lady’s feet 
may as well leave their traces upon the step outside as inside. 


-— - 
—- 





Mrs. Child calls the liberated slave, George Kirk, ‘‘ a living Gospel of 
Freedom, bound in black.” This young gentleman appears to have gone 
through all kinds of binding, with remarkable facility. He was first 
bound in Virginia, from whence he was bound to New-York. During 
his sojourn in this city, he was packed up and bound in boards, and now, 
Mrs. Child binds him in black ; and we would advise her, in all kindness, 
now she has the Gospel bound to her” liking, to lay it on the shelf for 
her own private use. This edition of the Gospel, we would remind the 
philanthropical lady, isa very common one, and may be found in num- 
bers in the missionary regions of the Five Points and Corlear’s Hook. 
The “living Gospel of Freedom,” who blacks our boots of a morning, 
expresses his strong dissent from the views of Mrs.C. He says it’s rather 
odd fora Gospel of Freedom to be bound in any way. He thinks also, 
if Mrs. Child has many more Gospels of Freedom to bind, she had bet- 
ter have them bound in Russia or Morocco. 



































































































































































































































“THERE CAME TO THE BEACH A POOR EXILE OF ERIN.” 
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The Language of Music. 

Having lately seen in a critical notice, that Herz’s playing is the ‘ mn- 
sical utterance of drawing room elegance,”” we have been at the pains 
to translate the utterance cf those wild instruments, that chastise the ear 
of night with their unsophisticated earnestness, from the front of Bar- 
num’s Museum. ‘ 





Pirst Instrument. 


“ RAXG & TANG—A TANG A REE!” 

Here’s a pretty sight to see! 

When in such horrid (tang rang) weather, 
We must bellow altogether ; 

This dreadful, nightly, hydropathy, 

Makes me feel most (tangrang) wrathy. 


Second Instrument. 


** Too, TOO, A ROO RAL LOO, Loo!” 
Yonder stands a (rooral) fool, } 
Gaping (tod rool) near a lamp-post, 
Like a (tootle) foggy damp ghost ; 
Oh, isn’t he a (too rool) muff, 
To stop and hear such (tootle) stuff? 

Third Instrument. 
‘*Boo! Boo, Boo! Boo, Hoo!” 
I’m (boo hood) if this will do; 
I’m drenched through my (boo, boo /) clothes, 
And yonder from Saint Paul’s (600!) nose, 
A stream of (b00, b00!) water flows, 
As pouring forth his (boo, boo!) woest 


Fourth Instrument. 


“Bum A BUM A BUM, BUM, BUM!” 

I’m a (bumm’d) unhappy drum. 

Why the (bum, bum !) don’t they come 
And see the active Shakers (bum!) 
Tsay, (bum, bum !) don’t you think 
Thatit’s ( bum, bum!) time, to drink 9 


Omnes. 


Come (crash!) on my masters—we'll soon get: ( crash! ) relief, 
For Barnum ( crash, crash ! ) would make people ( crash ! ) deaf; 
But before we (crash !) liquor, the deuce (crash !) take. that blast— 
We'll ‘‘crasn” all together, for “‘@ranp crasp”’ the last! 


—_—— 
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New Yorn, November 6, 1846. 


Dean Jonr— 

“ Facilis descensus Averni,’’ but I am not dead yet, therefore date above ground. 
The anxiety evinced to send me below 1 fully appreciate and reciprocate. But I prefer 
riding over the good intentions of these solicitous individuals here a little longer toa 
trial of the subterranean pavement. I have been unwell to be sure, but I have not been 
bloated and puffed up by poison as they have aseerted. This isan utter impossibility. 
As one poison counteractsthe effects of another, | am of course an antidote of myself. 
I acknowledge the bloat, as that is, I believe, conatitutional—and I always stick to 
the constitution; and I may have been a little puffed up, but that was a consequence 
of the resultof the election. I shall probably have recovered from my slight indispo- 
sition in the course of a few days, and then should I meet with any of these over- 
anxious “ Hunkers,” (I believe this is the name they have chosen, but I don’t admire 
the selection,) | shall have no objection to crossing the Styx with them; and should 
our difference of opinion generate a quarrel, they’ ll still find me sticking tothem. I'll 

lay the devil with thom as I often have before. I don’t like a fight as you know, but 


wont be cornered ; and [’m not the man to back out even from going to ——,. I wish 
this to be anderstood «s a challenge. 
Please insert this, and oblige your friend, MIKE. 


—— ~_f- 
——- 





A clergyman of Lowell, lately had half a dozen new sermons, “‘ which 
had never been preached,” stolen from his pocket at East Boston. The 
misguided pickpocket was afterwards arrested at his hotel, while in a 
deep sleep. The unhappy man with the fatuous recklessness of his class, 
had attempted to read one of them. 





To Restaurants. 

How To maxx TurtLe Sour.—Take your cash box, open ii, extract the 
necessary amount, go to market, pick out fine lively Turtle, (Green 
ones best for the business, as they attract others of the green species,) 
pay for fish, send him home—exhibit in a conspicuous situation for ten 
days—let the hour of his cooking be a sublime secret till the two 
Jast, then place placard like large white waistcoat on his breast, whereon 
must be written 

DRESSED ON WEDNESDAY ! 

Then lay in large store of calves heads and feet, shins of beef, and hard 
eggs—make strong preparatory gravy with your shins—flavor with cat- 
sup and cayenne—elaborate with force meat balls and veal stuffing, throw 
in your head and feet cut up and well stewed—remove turtle publicly 
to the kitchen—thence privately to the cellar—in due course, serve up 
soup very hot, in dark boxes. Parade same turtle three weeks after- 
wards—cook him again as above. 

N. B.—By following this recipe, prudent hotel keepers have been 
known to make one turtle last three seasons. 


— 
<—_ 


New Works in the Press. 
THE BEAU BUTTERFLY’S BEATiFIC BOUDOIR, 
WITH PORTRAIT OF THE AUTHOR, 
N. P. WILLIS, Esa. 
Awthor of Reminiscences of the Countess of Blessington ; 
WITH NOTES BY COUNT D’ORSAY, 


THE WORSTED GARTERS, 
4 TALE OF, AND FOR, THE FLATHEADS! 
(In twenty-five volumes folio,) 
Being an explanatory Sequel to the ‘‘ Learner StTocxine ;” 
BY SOMETHING COOPER, Ese. 
Opinions of the Press—who have not been prosecuted. 

A magnificent work! the scene in which the traitorous “FLANNEL 
Waistcoar” surrounds the body of the too confiding Flatheads, and the 
powerful ‘* Worsted Garters”’ binds the captives, is quite equal if not su- 
perior to any thing of the same sort we have ever read. 


THE TURKEY—Cin his hat) 
By-the author of the Raven in nis Room. 
An Exquisitely Porticat, Rhapsody. 


THE DUPLICATE WRONG—OR TWO BLOWS FOR ONE NOSE ; 
By Prorrssor InGRAHAM 3 
A work of thrilling interest—quite as unique as the novel from which 
it is copied verbatim! 


Specimen of ancient and middle-aged ‘‘ Beaux Letters.” 

Erist x Ist. 

From Signor Carlo, Hitalian Clown hat Tryon’s hamphi Theatre, to Mr. George 
Olland, Hesquire, Hinglivh ditto, hat Mr. Mitchells Holympic. 
Sir, 

Hunderstanding you har hin want hof a few Haitches, Hi beg to state 
has ha Hitalian Hemmygrant from the purlieus hof Westminster Habby, 
Hi hav more than Hi want hin this hindependent country, hand therefore 
Hi can let you have ha lot hat ha hawful sacrifice. 

Your hobedient servant, 
FELIX CARLO. 








Epistie No. 2. 

From Mr. George Olland to Signor Carlo. 
Onorep Sir, 

[ beg you to accept my umble thanks for your ospitable offer, but aving 
done without them with perfect appiness for more than alfa century, I 
beg todecline. Ina orrible urry, 

Your umble servant, 
GEORGE OLLAND, 


—_ 


A Rascal Detected. 
We have received the following: 


Drar Jupr— 

An imported villain who has caused great commotion in the public for some time 
past, is caught at last. Officer Spike, of the 25th District Police, being on the look out 
at the Tabernacle, on the occasion of a late concert of a distinguished violinist, de- 
tected a 10th, and nailed it on the spot. A courier was immediately dispatched to 
Coney Island to announce the important fact. It is now in close confinement awaiting 
the sentence of the Judges. If it does not commit suicide, it will probably be pub- 
licly hanged. 
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